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From somewhere on a

a little on his head.

eyes firsl; he never forgot that,

brown hair caught the sunlight,
and handsome—rather than

of its high-peaked crownm.

The girl blushed.
“Mebbe he ain’t a robber,”

Dale smiled.

1 And that's how the hero and
Out of the ordinary! Rather. But

darkness o

society sinea the Civil war,”
But it's a‘fascinating country

Feuds, as it does at lockemiths,

saw-fitter, patriot and self-made

A FEUD OF THE TENNESSEE MOUNTAINS

nearby mountainside a rifle’s keen report
aplit the air; a bullet whined Tike a mad hornet; Dale's hat jumped

The awakening was axceedingly rude. Dals wheeled, his groy
eyes ablaze, and saw only a tiny cloud of smoke-mist rising from the
laurels more than fifty fest away.

“Come owt, you coward!” he roared. “Come out and let me
00 you,” curiosity taking the place of anger in Ms voice, “I've
always wanted to know just what a real highwayman was likel”

The mufflsd sound of a twig breaking
left next clasmed his altention. He was being closely watched by
a pair of the finest, clearest brown

She was standing on a low cliff beyond the
flowed beside the railroad, and she was partial
of blooming laurel. But Dale could see that si
that svery line of her rounded, graceful figure whispered of a doslike
strength; that she was as stroight as a young pine; that her chestnut-

pretty—in spite of s tan.
Dale took off his hat. There was g bullst hole in the very fop

“Who's the robber?” he frowned.
was somebody else. Anyhow, you ain’t bad hurt, are ye?”

“Oh, not seriously!”
“You ain’t likely to be, ef ya behave yeself.”

part of the United States of America where live “the purest-blooded
of all Amgricans, whom other and educated Americans left in the
ignorance in order that they might send missionaries and *
educators to foreign counmtries—the greatest mistake of church and

is a fascinating story of it and them. Of course it's & feud story. The
hero is a city man, with an cut-of-doors mind; the hercine a girl of
the mountains. A feud intervenes between them, but love laughs at

Hapsburg (Charles Haven) Liebe is the man of all men to tell
this story. Native of the Tennessoe mountains, soldier, lumberjack,

land and the people. And his story is a labor of lave,

ing a short dislance off to his

eyes he had ever seon. He saw her

Trmug creek that
idden by a clump
was about twenly ;

and that her face was oval-shaped

she said. “Mebbe he thought you

heroine of “The Clan Call” meet. |
then they meet in an extraordinary

—

and a fascinating people. And this

literary craftsman, he knows the

—
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CHAPTER L

il

David Meoreland's Mouniain,
Carlyle Wilburton Dale—known to
himself and a few close friends as Blll
H Dale—had lald out a course of actlon
‘ salmost before the northbound traln
; thad left the outskirts of the state cap-
" 3tal behind, It incurred facing big
' ' odds; but other men had faced big
odds and won out, and what others
‘ had done he could do. Indeed, he had
already done several things whieh
other men might not have thought of
dolng, and one of them was leaving a
bride, not figuratively but literally, at
the altar In a fashlionable church! But
he’ knew Patricla hadn't wanted to
marry him any more than he had

+'»_ wanted to marry her.

“% It was only natural for him to think
‘ "of coal, now that he had cut loose for
; . /al time from the “set” in which he
; '\ #had always been a colossal misft, now
’ that he must pull his own oars or vir-
l tually perish. He had heard coal
! talked since the day of his birth; to

the same,

One of his father’s aasociates had
often spoken of a fine vein In the
mountains of eastern Tennessee—had

look Into it, to no avail, Young Dale re-
membered that this vein lay not far
from a Jong railroad siding called the
Halfway Switch, In the vicinity of Big
Pine mountain. The owners were
. mountain folk of English descent, his
father's assoclate had sald. Decldedly
strange, thought Dale, that his father

1 had never cared to Investigate It.

The cindery little traln reached the
long siding about the middle of a fine
spring morning. Dale took up his bag,

f hastened out, and soon found himself

‘0 standing alone In the heart of an ex-

! tremely wild section of country.

: When the nolses of the little train
and the fast mall It had just met had
died away, there came the saucy chat-
tering of boomersquirrels and the
sweet twitterlug of birds, Dale caught

' the joyous spirit. He could have

l' fairly shouted o6ut of the fullness of

{ his very human heart. Here all was

unspolled and unprofaned, and some-

thing whispered within him:

the
hornet Dale’s hat jumped a littls on

yond the sparkling ereek that flowed
beside the rallroad, and she was par-
tlally hidden by a clump of blooming
laurel. But Dale could see that she
was about twenty; that every line of
her rounded, graceful flgure whis-
pered of a doellke strength; that she
was as stralght as & young pine; that
her chestnut-brown hmir caught the
sunlight, and that her face was oval-
shaped and handsome—rather than
pretty—in spite of its tan.’

Dale took off hig hat. There was a

hat.

in David Moreland’s mountain,

They're every danged one fine folks,

go 'long? BSay—dang my plcture ef 1
didn't fo'git to ax what might be yore

an I was talking with when you came
upi

ford’s gyurl. Her name's Babe, That's
what they call her. she;! got another

disappeared among the blooming lau-
rels,

The man By Heck wore the poor |

clothing of a poor hillman, His hat,
which had once been black, was all
brim and yet all erown: his suspend-
ers, which had been bought with a
'coonhide, were redder than fire; his
rundown cowhide boots seemed ridicu-
lously short because of the great
length of his slender legs.

When he had reached a polnt some
three yards from Dale, he halted,
placed the butt of his rifle carefully
between his toes, and leaned on Its
muszle; then he deliberately began to
take eye meaguréments of the new-
comer,

Dale didn’t llke the stare—to him it
was impudent.

“Well, what's the verdict?" he asked

y.

“Spoke llke & man,” drawled By
Heck., *I reckon you must be up here
a-lookin’ fo' coal.” -

“How dld you reach such a conclu-
slon as that?”

“Jest plaln hoss sense.” The droop-
ing mustache mufiled the words some-
what. “The' ain't but three things 'at
can bring a city man here, mister,” he
drawled on, “and them's moonshine
stills, bad heaith, and coal, Yon shore
al'nt got bad health, and you ain't got
the cut of & revenuer, though a few
minutes ago 1 thought mebbe ye was."

“And you shot at me!” sald Dale,

“No," objected Heck. “1 shot at yore
at. I allus hits at what | shoots at,
mister. 1 wanted ye to turn yore face,
§0's 1 could see It, and ye did. As fo'
that coal—

“I'he Morelands, they owns the coal
nod
they won’t sell it fo' no 'mount o'
money, They lives over In the settle-
ment, them and the Littlefords.

I'm a-goin' over thar now, Want to

name, mister!”

“Bill Dale,” came quickly—"Bill
Dale, Settlement? Sure! Lead the
way, By Heck. Who's the young wom-

“Who? Her? That's old Ben Little-

name; but it ain't been used fo' so

other, but they don't hardly ever fight;
they're all strappin’ big men, and they
fights so danged hard It don't pay. My
gosh, Blil, every man of ‘em can shoot
R gouat's eyelash off at four hundred
yards—]1 wisht | may drap dead ef
they cain't! Do ye see that big cabin
right plumb in the middle o' the nigh
half o' the settlement, Billt Well, the
boss o' the Morelands he lives thar—
John Moreland, That's whar you want
to go, Bill, sence ye've got a oncyor-
able case o' the disease kmowed as
coal-on-the-brain,. But I can tell ye
aforehand, you aln't got enough money
to buy that coal, don't matter how
much money ye've got."

Dale was not looking toward John
Moreland's home now. His gaze had
wandered to the other side of the
river. By Heck walted a full minute
for a reply to his speech, then he
spoke agaln:

“The gyurl, or the coal—is that
what's a-botherin' ye, BIll?”

Dale's eyes twinkled. “Must 1 choose
between them?" he laughed, '

“Shore!" By Heck wasn'f even smll-
ing. *“Bhorel The Morelands and
Littlefords hates each other wuss nor
& blue-talled hawk hates a crow. The
gyurl, or the coal, Bl

“We'll ga down to John Moreland's,"
announced Dale,

The mountalneer took up his rifie,
“Let me gi' ye a word or two o' warn-
in"," he continued seriously. “Don’t
you offer to pay John Moreland fo'
entin' his grulf, nor fo' sleepin’ in his
bed, nor fo' chawin’ his tobacker, Ef
ye do, yore goose will shore'be cooked
with John Moreland. But ef ye was
to brag on the vittles a llttle, John's
wife a-beln' pow'ful handy in the |
kitchen, It wouldn't do a danged bit
0' hurm. Do ye onderstand it all now,-
Bl

Dale nodded, and they began the de-
Beent,

John Moreland’s house was bullt of
whole osk logs. which were chinked
with onk splits and deubed In betWeen
with elay; the roof was of handmade
boards, and a chimney of stones and
clay rose at elther end.

John Moreland himself gat on the
front porch, and beside him lay a re-
peating rifle, two young squirrels that
had been very meatly shot through the
head, and & weary black-and-tan
hound. He was an uncommonly big
man, and about forty-seven; his eyes
were gray and keen; his thick hair
and full beard were a rich brown, with
only a few threads of white. There
was a certaln English fineness about
the man. One felt that he could trust
John Moreland.

Copyvight by Doubieday, Page & Cs.

an old, old sorrow, “is knowed as De
vid Moreland's mountain mostly be-
cause David Morelgnd s buried in the
very highest place on top of it, him
and his wife. He was my brother, and
was the best brother & man ever had,
It was allus the talk o' the nelghbor
hood how much we liked each other.
Up oatel the time he was married I

Moreland Repeated in a
Hoarse Growl, “You Say Yore Name
Is Carlylel”

“Carlylel™

went with him whar he went, and he
went with mé whar I went. I'd fight
fo' him, and he'd fight fo' me. It's
hard to tell, even atter this long
time, ...

“David, he was a strappin’ bilg man,
ltke all o' the Morelands. He was
about yore slze, and grey-eyed Illke
you, and he had brown hair like you.
When you walked up to the gate, It
made me think o' him the day he was
married; he was all dressed up In
dark blue llke you, ... Then David
he went up hers one summer and
found this veln o' conl. He got law-
ful p'session o' the mountaln, and
moved his wife up here, The rest of
us lived over in the Laurel Fork coun-
try then,

“One day I got a letter from David,
which said that a man named John K,

bhim coal and business meant exactly

often tried to persuade his father to

peaked crown.
The girl blushed.

ye

“You ain't
yeself."

here; eh?"

fully.
“Where?"

a forefinger.

he

the settlement.”
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bullet hole In the very top of its high-

“Who's the robber?' he frowned.

| “Mebbe he ain’t & robber,” she sald,
“Mebbe he thought you was somebody
else. Anyhow, you ain't bad hurt, are

Dale smiled. “Ob, not seriously 1™
likely to be, ef ye behave

“If I behave myself—1" Dale
laughed. “Why, I couldn't be naughty
if I tried; I'm the one and only mam-
ma's little Willie-boy !
could put up at some house near

“The’ might be,” she said, thaught- |

“At pap's, ox grandpap's, or with
‘most any o' my people; or,” she added
with a contemptuous twist to her lips,
“you might stay with some o' them
‘low-down Morelands."

"Where do your people live?'

“About six mile back that way.”
She polnted over her shoulder with

“Would you mind showing me the
way to your parental domicile?"
“What's that, fo' goodness’ sake?”
“Your home, you know,” Dale ex-
plained with a smile,
“Oh, my home, Why didn't ye say
then? No, I won't,” she declared.

e put his bag down and rested

keep comp'ny with no strange men-
folks, But yander comes By, and he'll
show ye the way; he's a-goin’ over to
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#iCause'| Won't, | Don’t Never Keep
Comp'ny With No BStrange Men.
folkks.™ y

long it's been fo'got, I reckon. She's
tife youmgest one o' old Ben's children.
Bhe hain't llke none o the rest o’ the
Littlefords, By gosh, she's awful high-
headed, Bhe can read godd, Babe can.
Qld Msjor Bradley, from down at Car-
tersville in the lowland, he spends his
summers up here fo' his heaith, and he
teached Babe how to read., ¥ine fel-
ler, Major Bradley. Lawyer. Babe
she has done read everything In the
whole denged country, The's sev'ral
Bibles, and & book about a Pligrim's
Prog-ress, and a Bakers Hoss and
Cattle Almaneck, and & dle-dlctionary.
_ "But we'd better light out fo' the
settlement, Mr, Bill, or we'll nlss din-
mer, mebbe. I'm & plumb danged fool
about eatin’. 1 &'t twenty-two blscults
o four-bread this mornin' fo' break-
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right.”

mile, we snd my maw.
long, Bill old boy!"

fared his hand,
um ﬂm..“

“What's the matter,
wanted to know,

hoarse growl.
Cartyle!™

burton . Dale—Bll Dale,
matter ™
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As the moonshiner and his compan-
fon reached tha gate Moreland rose
and pushed his hat back from his fore-
| head.
“Hl, John,” grinned Heck. *“This
here feller wants to stay with ye a
few days, John, Beems to be al

“Come right In" Invited the chief
of the Morelands. He indicated the
home-made chair he had just vacated,
“Set down thar and rest, stranger. I'll
be back in a minate or so."

He hastened Into the cabin, carrying |
| the squirrsls with him.
“He's went to tell his wife to hatch
up & extry good dinner, BIIL” whis-
pered Heck. “Pepper-cyored ham,
young chicken, hot blsenits, fresh bfit-
ter, wild honey, huckleberry ple and
peach ple and strawberry presarves—
BillL, I cain't hardly stand it. Blast my
picture ef 1 couldn't eat two whole
raw dawgs right now, I'm that ding-
busted hongry. Well, 1 got to ramble
on home. I live down the river half a

me, Bill, and we'll go a-fishin'.

John Moréland returned présentiy.
The man from the clty rose and prof-

he began, old habit
strong upon him, “is Carlyle—"
Before he conld get any farther with
it, John Moreland flung the hand from
him as though It were a thing of un-
speakable contamination,
face went deathiy white with the
whiteness of an old and bitter hatred.
His great fists clenched, and every
muscle in his gisut body trembled.

“Cariyle!™ Moreland repeated Jn &
*“Xou say yore name s

“Yes," wonderingly, “but that's only
a part of it. My name is Carlyle Wil-

Carlyle was a-goin' to buy his moun-
tain and the coal, and sald that his
wife was pow'ful sick, A week later
she dled, and left a baby which died,
too, accordin' to a old Injun by the
name o Cherokee Joe, who knowed
my pap and knowed David. And a
+ | month later we was all dragged from
our beds by this same Cherokee Joe,
teilin’ us that Carlyle had shot David.
Carlyle, Cherokee Joe sald, was
a-drinkin’ hard. The Injun seed the
shootin' through a window.

“It was might' nigh to three days
later when we got here and found
pore David a-layin’ whar he'd fell
We scoured the mountains fo' miles
and miles around in a s'arch fo' the
dawg who killed him, but we never
found him.... The land up bhere
looked purty, and it belonged to us
by David’'s death; so we all moved up
here to llve, and bullt us cabins,
“Major Bradley found out about the

- I

to put the case In the hands o' the
law. But we wouldn’t do It. A More-
iand never goes to law shout anything,
He pays his own debts, and he collects
what Is his due—"

John Moreland srose and paced the
‘porch floor, which creaked under his
welght. He stopped before Dale, and
went on sadly:

“Now ye'll know why I was so much
tore up when I heered yore name, the
Cariyle part. John K. Carlyle killed
the best man 'at ever lived. And meb-
be ye'll onderstand Why we ain't hever
had the conscience to seil the coal,
which cost Brother David his life”
Moreland's guest sat staring absent-
ly toward a brown-winged butterfly
that was Industrionsly slpping honey
from the heart of a honeysuckle
bloom. He gave no sign that be had
heard anything wut of the ordinary,
but in an odd, persistent way his mind
seemed to comnect his father, John K.

Come to see
So

His beapded’

man?" Dale

What's the |

end o' my brother, and he wanted us 1
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Three sizes, all druggista.

Naturally.

*Do you llke playing?”

“Yes, preferably tn ‘Macbeth’ and
*Hamlet.” "

“Why?

“The ghost always walks"—Oar-
toons Magazipe,

e ————

The next time
you buy calomel
ask for

r o




